EAST-END DIRGE
OWALK you pitifully down the street, for there's my love lies dead. With candles six beside his feet, and six beside his head. And the mourners hold his winding-sheet as they stand about the bed.
0 walk you pitifully down the street, for there used we to go Beside the grey canal to meet, where the tall trees stand in row, And in twilight time 'twas cool and sweet to walk together so. . . .
O walk you pitifully down the street, for there Fll.go no more
With never a kiss again to greet, but only tears to pour,
And the listening to the mourners' feet a-shufEe behind the door.
O.walk you pitifully down the street, till you turn you in your pride To laugh and live, and drink and eat, and forget a man has died. There's a public-house new built and neat, as you go, on your left-hand side.
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